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one game or another, so that, a contemporary gossip
tells us, " my Lord cometh not to his own lodging
till birds sing in the morning." Thus passed the
May of 1587 and the June.

If only time could have stood still for a little and
drawn out those halcyon weeks through vague ages
of summer! The boy, in his excitement, walking
home through the dawn, the smiling Queen in the
darkness . , . but there is no respite for mortal
creatures. Human relationships must either move
or perish. When two consciousnesses come to a
certain nearness the impetus of their interactions,
growing ever intenser and intenser, leads on to an
unescapable climax. The crescendo must rise to
its topmost note; and only then is the preordained
solution of the theme made manifest.